l8a    MEDITERRANEAN   MEMORIES
towards the entrance the bright light shining through
the water turns it a heavenly blue ; but it is best
seen in the early morning*
After visiting this cave, my companion and I
threw off our clothes and went for a swim, and it
was here that, when scrambling out of the water on
to a rock, I nearly trod on a sea-egg. It was a large
one, and the narrowness of my escape turned me
quite pale with fright*
Still further along this coast, but this time on the
top of the four-hundred-foot cliffs, is another cave*
This has a romantic history, for in it once lived the
bad, bold robber Hassan* He terrorized the
whole district, but in spite of traps and organized
searches his hiding-place could not be found* One
day, however, a small girl saw the robber coming
across the fields, and she hid in fear behind a wall*
From there she saw him walk to the edge of the
cliffs and disappear* Filled with astonishment,
she pluckily followed and, peeping fearfully over
the edge, saw a ledge of rock a few feet below the
top of the diff ; and so the robber's lair was found*
He died slowly, lingeringly, and messily, to be
flung at last into the sea, while the ravished dis-
trict got back most of its goods*
A narrow path has now been cut just below the
edge of the diffs, so that it is possible to see the
cave, but only those with steady heads should use